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This magazine was conceived in one of those moments amongst friends,
where one person says, “Wouldn’t it be great if we had something that
filled this gap?” In our case, it was the Gold Humanism Honor Society (GHHS)
and a magazine that showcased artwork, drawing, writing, poetry and
whatever other pieces people were eager to submit.
For years GHHS has put together spaces where students can
collaborate and share art, either in the form of our Friday writing group
with Dr. Bud Shaw or in our bimonthly Doodle club. Those groups have
taken on different forms through the years, but they’ve always produced
great pieces. What was absent was a place to share that work with
people beyond the small group setting.
The Art of Medicine aims to change that and amplify our audience.
You have in your hands or on your screen our first annual publication,
a collection that aims to tell stories about the lives affected in healthcare
from the perspectives of students, teachers, and practitioners.
Some of the stories are humorous, some are challenging.
We hope that you find enjoyment, pleasure, shared suffering,
or something that you did not know you lacked before diving into
these pieces. We hope these pieces will stimulate you to connect
with your inner artist, and if we’re very lucky maybe we will have
the chance to review your contributions next year!
- Tom Schroeder
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Stephanie
Hartman

Stephanie Hartman, MD
is an Assistant Professor in
General Internal Medicine
at UNMC and the mother
of two beautiful children.
She creates and paints as
a form of meditation.
She has been both a
scientist and artist for as
long as she can remember.
While nature is not usually
the inspiration for her art,
she is passionate about
spending time in nature
and is currently enjoying
the challenge of native prairie
restoration with her husband,
Curtis.

1000 Cuts
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Alicia
Phillips
Alicia Phillips is a first-year medical student at UNMC. She is originally from Colorado Springs, Colorado.
Outside of studying and trying to figure out what specialty to pursue, she enjoys hiking, skiing,
and appreciating the outdoors. She also loves writing and painting; most of her inspiration stems
from medicine and nature.

E p h e m e r a l
- Alicia Phillips
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Ephemeral
Stains of moonbeams trail
Across delicate wrinkles
Evidence of dark pines
Turquoise solitude,
Chaotic heartbeats-slow, slow
We take a moment and understand that we do not understand
Morphine, pools of amaranthine
and stars of chrysanthemum
Simplicity, a nod of the wise on the journey, the infinite, the endPoison, a newcomerTraveling the same trails as inspiration, laughter, hummingbirds
Warm mornings of campfires, sawdust, and mountains
Traveling, the same path as thunderclouds
Flannel and sweat
Tan shoulders from eternal sunshine
Branches once strong
in the face of rippling waves and currents
The beating heart of nature,
Of memories, of love
Fighting, unrelenting wind,
Refusing, shaking, pleading
Peace
Morning sunbeams across delicate wrinkles
Dancing, a soft alpen glow, neurons among the stars, infinite, the end.
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Gillian
Rolfe
Inspired by my mother, the director of pharmacy at our local critical-access hospital,
I first joined the medical field in 2006. I worked as a ward clerk for several years
before moving out-of-state and briefly pursuing a career in education. After teaching
Biology both domestically and abroad, I decided to come home to Nebraska and return
to the medical field. I started as a specimen processor at another lab before joining
the University of Nebraska Medical Center and Regional Pathology Services in 2018.
I recently began pursuing a BS in Medical Humanities at the University of Nebraska
at Omaha, where I discovered the field of Narrative Medicine, which blends my
passion for patient-centered care with my love of creative writing. I felt called
to write this piece as a way of reflecting on and processing a recent unsettling
encounter I had while working in healthcare during a global pandemic. When not
at work or school, I am an avid animal-lover, gardener, baker, reader, musician,
and gamer.

Good Morning
COVID Nation
- Gillian Rolfe
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We are right back where we started.
My alarm goes off and I hit the snooze button, not ready to face

January 2020. We are right back where we started.

another day. Bug, my chunk of a Maine Coon snuggles deeper

I trudge sleepily into the kitchen, where I am greeted by

into the blankets, purring contentedly as I sleepily wrap my

Miss Marple, Bug’s dilute calico sister and the only morning

arms around him. I am almost asleep again when the rooster

person in this house. She squeaks and prances happily behind

crow of my alarm breaks the peace. I sigh, turn the alarm off,

me as I gather what I need: electric kettle, coffee beans,

and fumble around for my glasses. Bug protests loudly as my

grinder, French press, sugar, creamer, coffee mug, spoon.

movements jostle him, and I give him a kiss on the forehead

Gone are the days where I can pop into my favorite coffee

as an apology. Glasses on, eyes open, sitting upright, I begin

shop for a latte before work. We are right back where we

my now-familiar routine. Where is that thermometer? We are

started.

right back where we started. 99.9 degrees. Uh oh, that can’t be
right. I feel the panic welling in my chest. It’s been nearly two

While the coffee steeps, I pull out my phone and brace myself

years since I’ve gone to a grocery store. Eaten in a restaurant.

for the news. How many new cases? How many deaths?

Seen a movie in a theater. Hugged my niece and nephew.

How many families’ lives changed forever while I was

I’ve been so careful! We are right back where we started.

desperately seeking the, however brief, peace that comes

I try to slow my breathing while I check my temperature with

with sleep? We are right back where we started. I check the

the oral thermometer. Maybe the batteries are going out in my

COVID dashboard, and an icy fist clenches my gut. We are

infrared one? 98.6. Relief floods through me, so overwhelming

right back where we started. No. No. No no no no no. We are

it nearly brings me to tears. I check again to be sure. 98.6. From

right back where we started. Every day, I hope against hope

behind me, Bug chirrups, like he always has when he knows

that I will see the numbers start to fall again. That there may

I’m upset. I hold him to my chest as the anxiety fades to a

be light at the end of the tunnel. We are right back where we

manageable level. We are right back where we started. I make

started. I had hope once. When I got the news that I was

a mental note to add batteries to my Amazon cart as I swing

eligible for the vaccine, I sobbed with joy. This is it, I thought,

my legs around the side of the bed and stand.

we are almost there! I dreamed of all the things I would
finally be able to do again, even the smallest adventures,

Coffee. I need coffee. I haven’t been sleeping well lately,

like getting my hair cut at a salon. My coworkers and I

although you think that would be the last of my problems

celebrated, we cried and hugged each other (even though

given the multitude of overtime hours I’ve been pulling.

the latter was still forbidden) as we waited in line for our shots.

I can’t remember the last time I just worked 40 hours.

We posed proudly with our “I got the shot” stickers and our

Well, that’s a bit of a lie; I can almost guarantee it was

vaccine cards. We collectively breathed a sigh of relief. Then,

Published by DigitalCommons@UNMC, 2022
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the light at the end of our tunnel turned out to be a

I pull the door shut behind me and brace myself for

train. We are right back where we started. Months

another day in the trenches. We are right back where

later, the Delta variant is wreaking havoc and things

we started.

are getting worse and worse. No relief, no reprieve,
no end in sight. We are right back where we started.

The drive to work is uneventful, but my heart sinks as
my trusty Ford turns the corner onto Dewey St. He is

I pull myself from my reverie and doom scrolling to

there again, and this time, he brought friends. We are

fill my thermos with that delicious dirty bean juice.

right back where we started. I don’t know this man,

Just a dash of creamer, enough sugar to make my

and he doesn’t know me, not that he seems to want

diabetic grandmother roll over in her grave. Gotta

to. All he sees are my scrubs and my hospital name

do what you gotta do to get through the day.

badge. All I see is a misguided soul standing on the

We are right back where we started. I head into my

corner with his sign and his anger, trying to spread his

guest bedroom where all my work clothes now live.

hate and misinformation to anyone who will listen.

In the pre-COVID era, all my clothes were

We are right back where we started. First it was

haphazardly scattered in my bedroom. Mostly

“COVID is a hoax!”, then it became “COVID is a liberal

hanging in the closet, but also spilling out of

conspiracy! They’re just fear-mongering”. Try telling that

drawers and making their home on “the laundry

to the family that just had to say goodbye to their son

I don’t have the spoons to put away tonight chair”.

via iPad because they couldn’t visit him at the hospital.

My beautiful, organized chaos. Not these days,

Later, he would scream “This vaccine is just another

though. When I return home after my shifts,

way to try and control us. My body, my choice!” and

I undress in the entry way by the front door. COVID

“No jabs for jobs!”. As much as I abhor the message,

clothes go into a grocery bag hanging by the door

I must admit that last one is catchy. We are right back

and straight into the washer. Shoes on the door

where we started. Car safely stowed in the employee

mat. Straight into the shower for me, dousing my skin

parking garage, I desperately scan the area for a

and hair in hibiclens to wash away the germs

familiar face. Well, familiar eyes anyways. I haven’t

and the horrors of the day. We are right back where

seen anyone’s face in over a year. We are right back

we started.

where we started. I don’t want to face the small
crowd of protesters alone,but it looks like I don’t have

Scrubs on, teeth and hair brushed, coffee in hand,

a choice today. Okay, head down, walk fast, don’t

I head to the door to pull on my shoes. “Goodbye,

make eye contact. We are right back where we start-

I love you, have a good day!” I say loudly to the cats,

ed. They are just a few yards away now, and I can hear

although I know they have already both taken over

their chanting. We are right back where we started.

my bed and are snuggled in for a hard day of sleeping.

Faster, nearly at a jog, I hug my backpack close and

https://digitalcommons.unmc.edu/artofmed/vol1/iss1/16
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pray to all the Gods and Goddesses that the “don’t

I hope that someday this will all be behind us,

walk” sign doesn’t force me to stand among them.

a dark but distant memory. Someday, I will be able

We are right back where we started. I see the white

to walk into a HyVee without having a panic attack.

“walk” sign change to orange, and my heart is

In my dreams, I am at my sister’s house, playing with

pounding. My throat tightens. I break out in a cold

her children in their back yard. Smiling, laughing, my

sweat. We are right back where we started. I can’t

niece and nephew shrieking with joy in the way that

do this alone, not today. Please don’t make me do

only small children can. I’m sitting on their well- worn

this alone. We are right back where we started.

but oh so comfortable sofa, one child snuggled into

I’m at the corner, and the angry orange hand is

the crook of each of my elbows, reading Wolfie the

counting down. I think I can make it if I hurry.

Bunny or Guess How Much ILove You. I’m tucking

We are right back where we started. My feet throb

them into their tiny beds and kissing their foreheads

as they pound the pavement in my too-worn shoes.

good night, hearing them say “I love you Aunt Gilly”

At a jog, I skirt around the crowd of protesters and

in their sweet, precious voices. I have to hold on to

nearly run into the street. Their belligerent cries wash

the hope that things can get better, WILL get better.

over me like a wave, but I retreat into myself and

Someday, my morning check of the COVID dashboard

don’t hear the hate they are spewing. We are right

will fill me with hope instead of panic and dread.

back where we started. With monumental relief,

Someday, things will be back to “normal”, whatever

I reach the far side of the street and make my way to

the heck that means. Someday, I will hold those

the employee entrance to face another harrowing day.

children in my arms and never want to let them go.

We are right back where we started.

But today, all I can think is

We are right back
where we started.

Published by DigitalCommons@UNMC, 2022
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Tiffany
Truong
Tiffany Truong is a fourth-year medical student applying into Pediatrics. She received her
Bachelor’s in Chemistry and Biochemistry with minors in Math and Biology from the
University of Nebraska-Lincoln. She has played the viola for 16 years and is a member of
the Nebraska Medical Orchestra. This submission is included in her capstone project for
the Arts and Humanities Enhanced Medical Education Track. In her free time, she loves
spending time with family and friends, traveling, and event planning.
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Self Portrait
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Ben
McIntire
Ben McIntire is a full-time husband and father, with a history of Lutheran clergyhood and
who dabbles in medicine on the side. He dreams of one day being an emergency room
physician who people call “Doc” when they see him on the street. He thinks that poems
are great for telling truths (kind of like sermons) and loves to hear a great story if you’ve got
one to share.

We’ll Get
Through This
- Ben McIntire
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Fluids drip
drip into tubes.
Outside the window clouds drip too
their own lament.
Inside, a white blanket
and a quiet
deeper than the noise of his machines.
He turns to her.
Says between gasps,
“Remember when we were first married,
when I got kicked in the head by the bull?
There you were for all those months
running the place by yourself.”
“Or when the barn burned and we lost all the horses,
we cried for them together.”
“And the time Mary got sick,
missed half of seventh grade,
you looked after her at home yourself.”
“Then in ‘83, when the bank
nearly took the farm,
you stuck with me.”
“When the cigarettes caught up with me,
lost the lower left lung,
there you were, by my side.”
“You know what, Stella?”
“What?” she asks softly,
eyes brimming with tears.
“I’m starting to think
you might be bad luck,”
he coughs, deep and dry.
She laughs, tears drip
drip onto the white blanket.
“We’ll get through this too,
together.”
Published by DigitalCommons@UNMC, 2022
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Sophie
Cemaj
Sophie Cemaj was raised between Southern California, Mexico City, and Omaha, Nebraska.
She attended Emory University and graduated with a Bachelor of Science in Chemistry.
After graduation, she worked at the National Institute on Drug Abuse as a post-baccalaureate
researcher in medicinal chemistry. She currently attends the University of Nebraska Medical
Center and is pursuing her MD. Sophie has been an avid doodler her entire life. She hopes to
incorporate her love of art into her future medical practice.
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Natasha
Hongsermeier-

Graves

Natasha Hongsermeier-Graves is an MD/MPH candidate at the University of Nebraska Medical Center
and Harvard T.H. Chan School of Public Health. After completing her MPH with a focus on health policy this
year, she will return to Nebraska for her final year of medical school. She plans to complete residency in
neurosurgery. Since her time as a music major at Morningside University, Natasha has remained active in
music and the arts throughout medical school. This has included the Gold Humanism Honor Society writing
club with Dr. Bud Shaw, national writing contests, and her volunteer organization Musicians for Healing,
which brings live music to patients in hospitals and long-term care. It is her goal to bring healing, justice,
and humanism to our health care system through both her work in the arts and medicine and via legislative
advocacy that advances health equity.

Medicine’s No
Longer Healing
- Natasha Hongermeier-Graves
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I have this growing feeling
That medicine’s no longer healing
This corporate wheeling and dealing
Has really got me reeling
Competing for more patients
Charging more than other nations
“More is better” is fallacious
Earning no congratulations
But the volume cannot satiate
Our system will dissociate
We need to renegotiate
In order to alleviate
We dehumanize the masses
So myopic we need glasses
Rationing care by cla$$es
Reform slow as molasses
Patients are whole people
Stop treating them so piecemeal
Siloed care plans are feeble
Sometimes even lethal
Let’s heal our community
Together, with unity
Healing works so beautifully
When medicine acts humanly
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Nate
Singh
Nate Singh is finishing up his first year as a medical student at the University of Nebraska Medical
Center - College of Medicine (COM). He is currently undecided regarding what specialty he would like
to pursue after his expected graduation in 2025 but has interests in Emergency Medicine, Infectious
Disease, and General Surgery. Nate currently serves as an M1 representative for the UNMC chapter of
the American Medical Association and is participant in the “Comprehensive HIV Medicine” Enhanced
Medical Education Track (EMET). Nate has goals of ultimately becoming a physician-astronaut and lives
alone with his cat, Sébastien.
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Rebecca
Anderson
Rebecca Rae Anderson, J.D., M.S., taught public health law, ethics, and medical humanities at the
University of Nebraska Medical Center.

Ethics Consults

- Rebecca Anderson
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1.
The Saudi daughter, with her
carefully pinned scarf and face
asks again ever so politely for dialysis.
“If I don’t do everything I can for him,
I’m going straight to Hell.”

2.
Clowning on his mountain bike for his young son
he pitched head-first from a four-foot retaining wall
to the stone patio.
Now we wait for his family to gather.
“If I ever end up like this,” says the neurosurgeon,
“Smother me. Just smother me.”
		

3.

Her mother was a lush
and she has the Fetal Alcohol Syndrome to prove it.
Pregnant at 19, she wants her tubes tied
after the delivery. Her doctor says no.
“If she’s retarded, she can’t consent.
If she’s smart enough to consent,
she’s smart enough to raise kids.”
			
4.
It began with an abscessed tooth, progressed
to necrotizing fasciitis; a year of going
on and off the vent. No end in sight.
“Stop,” she says, but never in front of her husband.
He’s content to leave her here, out of his hair.

Published by DigitalCommons@UNMC, 2022
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5.
After a 15q deletion study using paternal DNA
to distinguish chromosomal origin,
the lab concluded dad wasn’t dad.
“So is this guy supposed to go through life
saddled with a retarded kid who’s not his own?”

6.
The proxy has gone on a cruise. I e-mail
about his frail, demented father
gut half gone, losing ground, can’t be weaned
from the vent. The attending’s pushing
for a trach. What would his father want?
“I caught a cold from your nurses,” he replies.

7.
At 820 pounds, he’s marooned
on the rented bed, staring up at the
rented winch the nurses use to move him.
He’s gaining weight on 600 calories a day.
They say he threatens to fall on them
if they don’t bring him food.

8.
Born eight weeks premature, the baby
is the size of an eggplant. Her parents,
unmarried, visit separately.
He’s asking what all the medications
are for. “If we tell him they’re for HIV,
we’d be violating mom’s privacy.”

https://digitalcommons.unmc.edu/artofmed/vol1/iss1/16
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9.
By day three they’ve used up all the clotting factor
in a five-state region. At sixty thousand
dollars a vial, they’re pushing a million
in meds alone. What goes in by I.V.
comes out by chelation. “Sure, it’s off-label,
but until somebody tells me No,
I’m doing what I can.”

10.
They came for a transplant evaluation
but she’s too far gone. Now she’s on
high-frequency vent and continuous
dialysis. Her fingers, toes and brain
are necrotic. “What does this mom need
before she says, enough?” asks the chaplain.
“Body parts falling off?”

11.
She’s insisting on aggressive therapy
for his terminal cancer. She’s suing
Madonna, refusing all the other
skilled nursing units. The VNA
has agreed to do home infusion.
“Oh, no – he can’t go there. I’m
having the house painted.”

12.
His seizures began his freshman year.
Dilantin trashed his liver. Now he has
a working liver, a silent brain, a bowel
obstruction. His parents stop the tube feeds.
Someone’s always at his side, singing,
telling family tales, touching him.
He passes peacefully.

Published by DigitalCommons@UNMC, 2022
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Krysten
Vance
Krysten Vance is a graduate student completing her PhD in pancreatic cancer research. She enjoys
rock climbing, road trips and her dog. She swears she is paying attention during zoom meetings;
she just likes to doodle. Ellie is a 15-year-old black lab mix and a very good girl.

Palliative Care for the Pandemic
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ZOOM New World-Skills I Learned During the Pandemic
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Chloe
Olson
Teresa
Eberhart

Dr. Chloe Olson graduated from medical school at UNMC and completed psychiatry residency at
University of South Dakota. She works as an adult inpatient psychiatrist at Lasting Hope Recovery Center.
She is volunteer faculty at UNMC. Her clinical interests include catatonia, clozapine, psychopharmacology,
and physician-led care. Her personal interests include dogs, true crime, and watercolor painting.
Teresa Eberhart, MS, CTRS believes that understanding the perspective of the individuals she cares
for is crucial in providing quality care and best outcomes. As a Recreation Therapist with over 25 years of
experience, Teresa facilitates a variety of expressive activities to encourage individuals to share their stories. For the past ten years, Teresa has worked as a Certified Therapeutic Recreation Specialist at Lasting
Hope Recovery Center. She received her BS from South Dakota State University and her MS
from University of North Carolina - Chapel Hill in Recreation Therapy Administration.

I s o l a t i o n
A collective group poem by
Lasting Hope Recovery Center patients
in COVID isolation on January 19, 2022,
during recreation therapy with Teresa Eberhart.
Edited for length and submitted by Chloe Olson, MD.

https://digitalcommons.unmc.edu/artofmed/vol1/iss1/16

28

et al.: Art of Medicine - 2022

Art

of

Medicine
2022
27

Isolation is
Sitting alone with the slow passage of time.
Boring.
Terrible, horrible and depressing.
Like living in a space bubble.
Separation, segregation, and seclusion.
Insanity.
Lying in bed.
Lonely and scary, being alone with your own thoughts.
Internal.
Like hell.
Your time.
A time to find your own self-worth and conservancy into your own way of being.
A forced friend.
Too close to home when you don’t have a home.
Louder racing thoughts, my voice being unheard.

Depression lingers, but I have to tell myself
THINGS WILL GET BETTER…
AND BELIEVE IT THIS TIME.

WC 96
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Keely

Reidlberger
Recognized for her artwork in high school and college, Keely Reidelberger is now a fourth-year medical student who still enjoys sketching with pencil and paper. More recently, she has experimented
with graphic design, creating medical illustrations and cartoony portraits of her friends and family.
She looks forward to continuing working with her hands as she prepares for a career in surgery.
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one
The scrub nurse asks me to move a bit of suction
because she hates the sound it makes
as it tries to swallow
a few more drops of blood and clot at the edge of the sterile field.
Its sound is somewhere between a straw trying for the last bit of milkshake
and your mother sucking her teeth at you.
When you’re in one place for so long,
certain things start to bother you.
Call it sensory overload.
For me, it’s the scent of burning flesh:
An odd mix of rancid pork and scalded rubber.
It lingers like cheap wine staining good linen.
But you get used to it. Even Prometheus went numb at some point.
A resident rolls her eyes and talks about a patient screaming
so loudly you could hear her from the other side of the ER,
and we add this to the list of our grievances:
The incessant gurgling of suction swallowing liters of blood,
Charred flesh, burning to stop the bleeding,
Pained screams, broken bodies, sick people.
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two
Once, I interviewed a patient’s family before a transplant. Then, he was dead.
Once, I told a woman her mother was dying. Then, she did.
Once, a man died, and we tried to make it so he didn’t—
a time machine built from epinephrine and chest compressions.
And is this not our role? To turn back time.
Make what is shattered whole again.

three
My hands are still cold from the water
that washed the stain of your mother from them.
I am sorry we’ve become so familiar with the taste of tragedy
that we’ve forgotten how it bitters the tongue.
I know she is was your mother.
I know you love loved her.
When you ran out of the room in tears, I wanted to follow.
But my attending checked his watch. Glanced to the clock.
Sometimes it’s just best to leave them alone.
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four
I’ve lived long enough to know the five stages of grief are bullshit.
The depression always comes first. Then the anger. Then depression again.
So bring the body, the broken pieces of man,
the soon-to-be memory of a husband.
We will fix him back together,
And I’ll do my best to remember the human this flesh belongs to.
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Garrett
Sacco
Garrett Sacco is from Omaha, NE and studied Medical Humanities at Baylor University.
He is beginning his fourth year of medical school and hopes to be further trained in
neurology. He and his wife, Amy, aim to make neurological topics accessible to
children and parents through friendly and informative stories that empower
and encourage. Drawing and playing music are his main creative outlets.
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Tom
Schroeder
Tom Schroeder is a graduating fourth-year medical student at the University of Nebraska-Medical
Center (UNMC). He will be starting residency at Duke University in Urologic Surgery in July 2022.
Tom is a member of the Gold Humanism Honor Society (GHHS) and helps to coordinate the weekly
writing group. He serves as a founding member of the Editorial Board of the Art of Medicine magazine.

The Unfortunate
Case of Dr. Silvan
- Tom Schroeder
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“Doctor Silvan, I think we can safely say
you’re about to be one of the most popular men in the world.”
James Silvan continued running the 4-0 vicryl suture,

Silvan’s face. The operating room erupted in a bout of laughter,

monitoring the depth carefully to ensure his bites weren’t

followed by high fives and fist bumps.

too deep.
“Well folks, we’ve done it. We’ve successfully transplanted the
“Well, Rich. Perfusion doesn’t equal performance. We’re not in

first donkey penis onto a man. I’m going to go tell the man’s

the clear just yet.”

wife,” Silvan said as he ripped off his surgical gown and exited
the room.

Rich Santos, the chief urology resident who had been across
the operating table from Dr. Silvan had spent most of the case

He strutted down the hallway; his smile hidden by the mask

patiently waiting. Normally accustomed to Silvan’s hands off

still on his face but evident in his eyes. When he arrived to

approach, he had rarely seen the man operate. Today, he was

the front desk the receptionist looked at him, and gestured a

convinced what he had just seen was nothing less than

thumbs up or down motion. He returned a thumbs up to her.

sorcery.
“Nicely done, room 3.” She told him.
Silvan finished the final suture. He paused and took a minute to
admire his work. Ever since the first successful heart transplant

He knocked on the door while opening it, “Mrs. Bridget?”

using a pig heart had been completed, Silvan knew he wanted

he announced.

to be the man to break the next barrier.
“Dr. Silvan! How did it go?” She stammered.
“Deb, pass me the Trimix.”
“Bridget, it went great.” He responded as she hugged him.
The scrub tech placed it in his hands, unable to break her stare.
Silvan stabbed the needle into the right side of the corporal

“It was relatively complex to remove his native penis,”

body of the shaft and looked up from his magnified vision.

Silvan started. “The trauma he received from the gun shot left
substantial scar tissue around the bed. We were concerned

“Liftoff everyone.”

when we got in, but it was miraculous how untouched the
vessels were. Once we placed the organ and ensured a good

He pushed down on the plunger and applied pressure to the

connection, we closed the incision and I injected a medication

injection site. He began tickling the underside of the shaft.

called Trimix. He was able to achieve a strong erection. They’re

There was no movement. He started applying upward force.

finishing things up and moving him to his room in the post-op
area, but you should be able to see him in about 30 minutes.

“Fuck.” He mumbled to himself, as he bent over inspecting

I’ve got to make a few calls, but I will see you all there. I want

the suture line. Then without notice, and with substantial force

to see his face when he wakes up.”

the man’s new penis engorged, slapping the loupe lenses on
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Bridget erupted in laughter. “Oh, I can only imagine how much

6:30 a.m. like every other day, before his wife or two boys had

he’ll be bragging to his friends, especially while he’s still loopy

even yawned their way down to the kitchen. He walked into his

from the anesthesia” she said. Silvan chuckled, “It might be

three-stall garage, looked at the pick-up truck he drove to

best to take his phone away from him for a couple days.”

work most days, and then glanced in the distance at the baby
blue 1955 Thunderbird convertible with the personalized

They both laughed again and hugged. He exited the room

license plate, “BLUPILL.” He smiled, hung up the keys to the

and glanced at his phone for the first time in seven hours.

pick-up and drove to work with the top down, blaring the only

47 messages, 38 e-mails, 18 missed calls, six voice mails.

CD he had in the disc player, Grateful Dead’s “American

He smiled as he made his way through a series of texts

Beauty” album.

sharing congratulations and eggplant emojis.
When he parked in his spot, he was surprised to see the
He got to the phone number he was looking for and started

more modest Toyota Corolla of his assistant LaShawna was

a call. It was answered on the first ring.

already parked. He usually was able to enjoy about 20 minutes
of quiet on his clinic days before LaShawna made it to the

“James! Success?!” the man on the other end exclaimed.

office, vibrant and energized, telling him about his patients for
the day. He walked in; LaShawna was sitting at the front

“Success, Alan.” He responded calmly.

desk, her eyes baggy from the night before.

“You are the man, James!” Alan Watkins, the editor for Nature

“Dr. Silvan, we need to talk,” she announced”.

Urology responded. “We will have the press release out this
afternoon. I cannot wait to read your op-note.”

“What’s up? Why are you in so early?”

“Thanks, Alan. I’ll make sure to get all of it to you as soon as

“Last night my phone started ringing incessantly after the

possible.”

news broke. I don’t know how, but it seemed like every single
billionaire in the world had their personal assistant find my cell

“I knew you’d be the one. You are about to be a God among

phone and reach out to me. They all want appointments with

men,” Alan said, half laughing as he finished the sentence.

you. Today. Most of them didn’t ask for times, they just said
they would be here.”

“I don’t think my face will be on a Wheaties box, but I’ll give
you an over-under of 3 days before Joe Rogan asks me to be

“Did you not tell them that my schedule is booked out 3

on his podcast.”

months?”

Alan laughed, “I’ll definitely take under! I’ll let you go,

“I did, they wouldn’t listen. They wouldn’t listen!” Her voice

congrats again, James!”

breaking. “They just kept saying they look forward to the
meeting.”

“Thanks, Alan,” James said as he tapped the end call button
on his phone screen. He sat down in the waiting room chair

“Ahhhh, Jesus…” Silvan sighed. “Well, what do we do?”

and let himself relax for the first time in 10 hours. He was in

he asked. Silvan trusted her more than anyone when it came

the big time now.

to making sure he was in the right place at the right time.
He hated arranging his calendar and scheduling and ever since

Calls and texts flooded James Silvan’s phone until he ultimately

LaShawna had taken it over 13 years ago his joy in his job had

put it on “Do Not Disturb” at 7:30 p.m. to enjoy dinner with his

grown substantially.

family. He woke up the next morning and spent several hours
cleaning up the mess that he had neglected from the night

“I already started calling and messaging your patients for

before, nursing a mild headache from the third Mint Julep his

today. I told them that with the big news yesterday you had

wife had convinced him he deserved because, “It’s a night of

media obligations that would be breaking into your schedule.

celebration, honey!”

They were frustrated but understood—those that have gotten
back to me at least at 6:30 in the morning!” She said with her

He poured his second cup of coffee and was out the door at
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deep breath, “Your first patient is arriving at 7 a.m.” she said.

them that this is a three-story building, and the nearest

39

Helipad is at the hospital you operate at down the road.
“LaShawna, I don’t start seeing patients until 8:30 a.m.”

From what I’ve gathered, your parking lot is about to be
filled with Lamborghinis, Rolls Royces, Land Rovers,

“That’s what I told them, then they thanked me and hung up

and Ferraris.”

the phone.”
“Very inconspicuous,” Silvan mumbled as he walked away.
Silvan stared at her, becoming frustrated at how quickly

He dropped his bag in the chair immediately to the right of

he was losing control of his day. He sighed, “Who is my first

his office door. He fired up the computer and scrolled to his

patient?”

appointment tabs. It was a who’s who list of power and
money. Every single reason for visit was the same,

“Scott Jorgenson.”

“Transplant Consult.” Despite the 7 a.m. time being
booked, there were no records or information.

“What? The second richest man in the world Scott
Jorgenson?!”

“LaShawna!” Silvan yelled from behind his computer.
“Do we have records?”

“Yes.”
“Every single one of them wants paper charting.
“The one who has been building personalized rockets to

They said they’ll bring documents in hand.”

space?!”
“God damnit…” Silvan said as he buried his eyes into his
“Yes.”

hands. He grabbed a piece of blank paper from his printer
and put it onto a clipboard with the words, “Myrbetriq:

“He’s arriving at 7 a.m.?!”

Regain control of your bladder and your life!” printed on the
top. He walked out his office and turned left into a large burly

“Yes, his assistant informed me just before you walked in

man in a full suit. His shaved head reflecting the light of the

that his driver will be parking the Bentley at 6:53 a.m.

hallway.

and he will enter the back door. He will be in room 4.”
“Dr. Silvan, Mr. Jorgenson is ready for you,” The man
“What? How does he know our office?”

announced.

“That’s what I was thinking, then I realized all our utilities and

Silvan stared at the man dumbfounded. The man turned

security system operate on the Herculean platform. We had

around and began walking towards the room. Silvan followed

to upload floor plans when we signed up for it. He owns that

him as the man opened the door.

along with half of the internet it feels like so probably he just
had someone look it up.”

“Dr. Silvan, it’s a pleasure to meet you. May I call you
James?” Scott Jorgenson announced as he entered the

“Oh my God…” Silvan said, shaking his head he looked down

room. “I’ve brought my personal physician, Sam Martin to

at his watch. 6:52 a.m. “Well, I guess I’ll go drop my stuff off.”

help fill in some of the gaps and aid our discussion.”

He picked up his messenger bag he had set on the floor.
“What does the rest of my morning look like?”

“Good morning, Mr. Jorgen—”

“I’m glad you asked,” she said smiling for the first time that

“Please call me, Scott,” he interrupted.

morning as she grabbed a series of six post-it notes that were
all stuck together. “I’ll hit the ones I found interesting.

He paused. “Good morning, Scott. It was a surprise to see

There will be a Russian Oligarch arriving a little later, one of

you on my schedule this morning. May I ask what brings

the Saudi Princes, a high-ranking Chinese Communist party

you in today?”

member, and a Telecomm tycoon from South America. Many
of them asked whether we had a helipad, and I had to tell
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produced a manilla folder from his briefcase and passed

Scott chuckled. “I assure you we’ve considered all of this.

it over to Dr. Silvan. “As you can imagine, we like many of

We’ve been experimenting with tissue growth mediums and

the scientific community were very excited about your

have had excellent results in growing skin grafts with modest

accomplishment yesterday. Xenotransplantation of a donkey

quantities of skin. I was thinking that we could harvest an

penis is something many of us men had joked about as being

epidermal layer from my thighs around the time of the first

the dream, but you made it a reality.” He chuckled, waiting

surgery.”

40

for Silvan to speak.
“What type of lab is going to have that facility available and
“Well, thanks Scott.”

have trained staff though? How is that going to be covered?”

“Of course,” he responded, steering ahead. “I am curious

“We have a special surgical center that we’ve built in Montana.

about xenotransplantation of a stallion penis,” he motioned

It’s located on my Dude ranch out there in the most beautiful

to Silvan to open the manilla folder. A large black stallion with

20,000 acres of Montana wilderness. We have a landing strip

the name, “Pink Torpedo” labeled in 36-point font shown on

and helicopter pad to ensure that we can get you from here

the page. “This is my prize racehorse, James. I’ve already

in Seattle to there without issue. There is a beautiful guest

had Sam run tests to ensure I would be optimized for surgery

cottage there that you and your family are more than welcome

and to prepare my treatment and immunosuppression

to stay at. We’ve already located several tutors that would be

regimen. I would like to schedule the surgery, but only

able to cover your child’s education. Do you have any other

after we can ensure success in a few more men. I’ve already

questions that might be looming or points that you think we

found three men that are willing to undergo the surgery.

might not have covered?” Scott Jorgenson asked as he stood

Sam has also approved their health records. I will cover the

up, Dr. Sam Martin followed in tandem.

costs of the three men’s procedures. My assistant spoke
with yours yesterday, but I wanted to ensure we could have

“Well, I should perform a physical exam,” he said.

an optimal timeline. How is your schedule next week?”
They both laughed. “That will not be necessary, James.
Silvan sat in his chair processing the information he had just

The exam can be performed at the time of the surgery. I can

received. He glanced at the horse.

ensure Mr. Jorgenson has an excellent and normal phallus
with substantial length and good perfusion.” Dr. Sam Martin

“Mr. Jorg-er, Scott. If it’s alright I just have a few questions

spoke for the first time, as Scott Jorgenson smiled at him.

I would like to clarify.”
“It was a pleasure meeting you, James. I look forward to this!”
“Certainly, James. I believe we have about six minutes

They exited the room and James Silvan was left in his chair,

remaining.”

staring down at a 3” by 5” picture of a stallion with a fully erect
penis. He closed the folder and walked out of the exam room.

“Why a stallion?”
Scott Jorgenson laughed. “Well, why not, James? Money has
brought me substantial satisfaction in many capacities.
Why should I not let it grant me the largest penis in the
world? You see Pink Torpedo is not only a prize-winning

He had a feeling
today would be a
very long day.

racehorse, but he also has one of the largest penises in
the entire equine population, measuring at 26 inches. I’ve had
several veterinarians verify this.”
“Scott, I understand your enthusiasm. But I’m not certain
I can guarantee successful results. The average donkey penis is
about 11-15 inches. That is a much smaller volume to perfuse.
Not to mention the skin grafting that would be require to not
make it look like a Frankenpenis.”
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